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in the crushing gravity of Jupiter. Life on another world might even
have a silicon body-chemistry rather than the familiar organic hydrocarbons of Earthly species.
Those who argue against the possibility usually overlook a very
pertinent fact. Ours is not the only solar system in the Universe.
If we overlook the possibility of the development of Iife in the alien
environments of our own solar system, there is still an excellent
chance for the existence of life on other worlds. The number of
stars in our own galaxy (the "Milky 'Way") is beyond conception.
The number of stars in all the galaxies of the Universe is truly
in finite. Each of these stars is a sun. Some are red giants, some
are unbelievably dense white dwarfs, some are like our own sun.
Of all the SUIlS which are similar to ours, there must be some with
planets. Surely, some of these planets must, according to the law
of averages, have environmental conditions favorable to the development of Iife.
Where life exists, progress exists. The horse has developed fr0111
a small fox-like beast to a swift and powerful animal. Man has
developed from a dim-witted Hominid to a creature capable of questioning the order of the Universe. If our God is a logical God, why
should He reserve this miracle of evolution for a tiny planet in the
backwoods of the galaxy? Just as God is Universal, His miracles
must also be Universal.
Surely, then, life must exist elsewhere in
that star-filled
infinity.
Perhaps, somewhere,
other minds are
wondering about the possibility of life on other planets.

The Room
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THIS is a typical room on the second floor."
The guide
opened the door for the visitors touring the women's dormitory. Immediately she wished she hadn't. But it was too
late. The door was open. In marched the five women who, though
of various shapes and sizes, gave a general appearance of matronly
uniformity, each equipped with a large, economy-size handbag and
a hat whose designer had either been intoxicated or in the throes of
some strange seizure of madness when he created it. The guide
flinched at the expression on their faces as they first confronted
the r00111.
"Two Jordan students live here," she apologetically explained,
"Jordan College of MUSIC."
The women looked at the room with an interest colored with
horror and distaste. A short woman in a light blue sailboat-shaped hat
let out an exclamation.
"Oh! My Heavens !"
The other women turned to look at the thing that had excited this
outburst. They followed her fixed gaze to a corner in which, entwined
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around an overhead lamp, swung a vine with jungle-like tendencies.
Its roots emanated from a potato sitting in a former peanut-butter
jar. The women went over to the corner to investigate this singular
piece of botany in spite of the vain efforts of the guide to steer them
out. She made a mental note to never, never again make the mistake
of not checking Jordan students' rooms before exhibiting them.
"Who did you say lives here?" asked a tall woman with a
feathered hat.
"Two Jordan students," the guide weakly answered, "-a dancer
and a music maj-"
She was interrupted by the short woman, who having stepped
backwards, stumbled over a violin case half-lurking under the chair.
"So I see," she said, glancing with more than annoyance at the
case. She regained her balance, only to see further evidence of the
inhabitants' occupations-a
pair of red tights drying on the towelrack among a tousled tangle of towels.
The whole room, in fact, was extraordinary, the women reflected
a fterwards.
How could such a cubicle, so like all the other cubicles
in the dorm, except for color-this
specimen was aqua and whitebe so di fferent? Each room was furnished for two-two
couchbeds
in the far corners, two dresser-desks, two closets, two mirrors, and
two bookshelves. Everything had been planned so neatly and COI11pactly for those rooms. How on earth could all that perfect planning
be so disrupted?
It could have been the clutter, not too much, just
enough for individuality.
There were approximately
four pairs of
footwear on the floor, nicely scattered around for variety. You could
have your choice on which to fall over: a saddle shoe, size nine, or a
bedroom slipper, size five. The beds were made; that is, one was,
and one made a hal f-hearted attempt to be. Surprisingly enough, it
was the little things that gave the room its atmosphere: the paraphernalia on the desks-one
with an assortment of lotion and cosmetic
bottles, pictures, and a pair of toe shoes, the other littered with books
and papers with a record cover proudly proclaiming "BEETHOVEN" mixed in among them-the
bulletin board with its potpourri of
mementoes, and in clos~ proximity, ~ blaring red Confederate flag.
Over. one bed hun.g a picture portraytng a couple of tired dancers, a
peculiarly apt subject. On the window sill stood an iron and a o'lass
a f water with two paint brushes in it.
'"
The guide managed somehow to pry the women loose from their
horrified fascination and to lead them downstairs to the safety of the
first floor.
"This," said the guide as she came to a first floor room, "is a
typical Butler student's room." She proudly and confidently opened
the door to a neat pink and lavender cubicle whose owners were a
math student and a business administration
student and whose
proudest possession was a filing cabinet in one corner.

